THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

Sylvaine alone among them was young, just twenty. To make it
quite clear to everyone that she was an actress, she had kept on her
stage make-up. But it could not conceal her youth any more than
Irene Tozzi's maquillage could hide her wrinkles. Sylvaine's low-cut
dress revealed the curve of her still small breasts. Her hair flamed in
the cone of light. However rotten she might be within, there were no
outward signs of it. Little fixed metallic points of light began to glow
in Lartois's eyes.

At that moment Simon said to Sylvaine in a voice whose strength he
could no longer control: "You're beautiful, very beautiful, too beautiful
for the rest of us! It's you who have the answer, the only answer."

With the unexpected dignity of a great artist the Hungarian sud-
denly stopped playing and said: "Let the gentleman talk his fill, I'll go
on afterwards."

"You play very well, very well, but that's music too, and more
beautiful than all your Liszt and Chopin," Simon cried, indicating
Sylvaine's face.

"Simon!" said Madame fiterlin.

"What? Has a man no longer the right to say what he thinks? Is all
frankness to be banished from the earth!" said Simon, half-rising. "She
must be told how beautiful she is, she must be made to realize it! But
you're jealous, and I very well know why, yes I do! But, you see,, you've
got memories for consolation!"

He was shouting in the silence, and was not displeased to feel the
attention of the whole room concentrated on him.

"Simon, for goodness3 sake be quiet!" said Madame fiterlin.

"All right, I'll be quiet. But I have problems you cannot resolve.
Only women of whom one does not yet know can understand things,"
he went on, still staring at the little actress.

A tip assuaged the violinist's pride, and he finished the Hungarian
waltz.

When the lights had returned to normal and new bottles had been
brought, the Musee Grevin table came to life again amid considerable
confusion.

Neudecker insisted on going home. Sylvaine asked Simon: "Have
you seen my play? Come and applaud me whenever you like. I'll put
my box at your disposal."

Feeling herself the centre of many desires, she laughed loudly, shook
her hair, and puffed out long jets of cigarette-smoke. Madame ^terlin's
eyes were moist.

Lulu Maublanc suddenly asked in a thick voice: "Lartois! Even
though you are a member of the Academy, you still know a thing or
two, I expect. Can one still have a child at fifty-eight?"

"There's no reason why not. You can even have one at a muoti
greater age," Lartois replied, still gazing at Sylvaine.
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